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A NICKEL’S WORTH OF MURDER 


A BLACK HOOD STORY 


QFFICERKip Builudmi 

beat It was very quiet Curfew 
waa aending moat of the citizen- 



lier, there’d be a lot leas trou¬ 
ble. But patrolman Borland's 


turbed for long. A figure sud¬ 
denly hurtled out of the door¬ 
way of one of the houses on 

he had to hang on to keep from 
falling. 

“Whoa, mister. This is no 
time of the night tP be chasing 
around that way” Kip said 
good-naturedly. 

“Officer. Something terrible 
has happened to Mr. Collins,” 
the guy babbled. “I... I think 



“What’s all this got to do 
suicide?” 


*Tm coming to that,” Jor¬ 
dan said. He waa still breath- 
ing heavily. "He told me to 
call him up no matter what the 
hour, when I got through. I 
forgot all about calling him till 
I got home. Then I called him. 
He didn’t seem at all interested 
in what I waa saying. Instead 
he told me to hold the wire. 
Soon I heard a shot And that’s 
about all, I guess.” 

“That’s enough,” said Kip. 
“Come on. We’re going over to 

In a short while. Kip and 
Jordan were at Collins’ door. 
It was locked from the outside. 
Kip placed bis shoulder against 
it, and heaved heavily. There 


handkerchief. Then he went 
over to the phone, looked at it 
for a while, turned to Jordan 
and said, “that’s a funny ex¬ 
change for this neighborhood 
Did Mr. Collins give you his 
phone number when he asked 
you to call?” 


“Why, no. Funny he didnX 



“Sleep. I won’t deep for a 
week thinking of this terrible 
thing,” Jordan replied. “I 
knew Mr. Collins was depress¬ 
ed lately. He had a good many 
business worries. But I . . . 
I never thought he’d do any¬ 
thing like ... like this.” 



was a splintering sound as it “Well, there’s no accounting. 


Kip almost fell over the 
body stretched out on the floor 
in the foyer. The phone was off 
the hook, and dangling from its 
wire. He examined the body 


come into people’s heads. Any¬ 
way, you can go on home.” 

Jordan left. Kip watched 
him through the window 
emerge onto the street. Then 



DB BLACK HOOD! 
s. People 
in their heads,” the all 

af grimly. “Very that 


“Yes. I know what your 
story ia going to be. My friend. 
Patrolman Burland, told me 


“What! How could he pos¬ 
sibly know that?” 

“Because you said you’d 


There was desperation in 
Jordan’s voice. The despera¬ 
tion of a cornered rat. “All 
right. I did it. I’d been'using 

cover it up in the books. Mr. , 
Collins found out. Threaten¬ 
ed to jail me. I went to his 
house. Pleaded with him, but 
he wouldn’t listen. I attacked 
him. He got to his gun. We 
struggled, and I wrenched it 
from his hand. The . . . the 



any phone number on the base 
of the telephone in Collins* 
apartment. That meant that it 
was an unlisted phone. AND 
NO OPERATOR WILL GIVE 
OUT THE NUMBER OF AN 
UNLISTED PHONE.” 


town, and be in the dear.” 

“Going somewhere, Jor* 
dan?” came the low but vibrant 
voice from behind. 

Jordan whirled. Here 


Jordan licked his parched 
lips. .His voice came out crack¬ 
ed and trembling. “All right 
I didn’t call him. But he com¬ 
mitted suicide. You ... you 
can’t prove otherwise.” 


“Okay, Jordan. The police 
will be interested in hearing 

Jordan followed the Hood 
meekly toward the door. Sud¬ 
denly, with startling unexpect¬ 
edness, he lunged at the Hood. 
His fists flailed out wildly, and 
the Hood, taken completely by 
surprise went dotfn under th$ 
hail of blows. Before he could 
get on his feet, Collins was 
hurtling wildly toward the win¬ 
dow. There was the loud crash 


tramed in the window, crouch¬ 
ed a shadowy and powerful 
figure. A figure that was legend 
to honest people, and a night- 


“Oh yes we can. If you 

you’d have known that a man 
who puts a gun to his head 


of broken glass. A piercing 
shriek that trailed the plung¬ 
ing body into the blackness 
below. A lumpy thump. Then, 



“You, Jordan. For the mur¬ 
der of your employer, Mr. Col¬ 
lins.” 

“Yotffc' Crary. I ... I 


and shoots himself leaves a 
tell-tale sign. Powder bums. 
But there weren’t any powder 
burns on Collins. And that 



The Hood ’chased down- 
up to the body of Jordan, 

“Yes,” he said looking down 
at the still figure. “Some peo¬ 
ple get funny notions.” 
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